


A Little Piece Of Me

by TOKATO-CHAN



Category: Fruits Basket, Ouran High School Host Club
Genre: Romance
Language: English
Characters: Kyo S., Kyōya O., OC, R. Kasonada
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-06 09:16:57
Updated: 2016-04-23 09:07:37
Packaged: 2016-04-27 23:00:34
Rating: M
Chapters: 2
Words: 3,079
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: a goddess in his eyes, waiting to be loved for all eternity, but he keeps getting in his way. read on for more





	1. Chapter 1

**I have no rights to OHSHC nor Fruits Baskets…**

**Tyty**

**R&R**

Hello my name is Megami, Neko. The English translation would be cat goddess. Ridiculous I know. Apparently my great great great greeeaaatttt grandmother was a defendant of some kind of Egyptian cat deity great great grandmother was a descendant of an egyptian cat deity. Throughout the next few generations all of the females on her side of the family kept their maiden names, as mine was, even through marriage. My father, being a traditional japanese man, wouldn't have that. They got a devorce when I was a whopping 5 years old. I never held any remorse for him, because he called at least twice a month since then and always asked how mom was holding up. My father was 45 at that time and my mother 32

My father stayed in japan and mom and i went to Egypt. I grew up speaking Arabic and French and English. I knew nothing of the Japanese culture nor the language. So when my mother was suddenly taken from me in a hit and run ten years later and I went to japan to live with my only living relative, you could almost physically feel the cultural shock like a blow to the face. My father Yoshiaki, Takeshi. (A very strong name if you ask me. Takeshi=fierce: warrior Yoshiaki=righteous glory) CEO of the largest and most successful electronics company. My father. And boyyy was he rich.

The limo (I know! A limo!)That picked me up at the airport when I arrived, advanced down the driveway, which was lined with very out of season rose bushes. The mansion looked to be about three stories and was painted white with beige accents. It had a magnificent wrap around porch with cherry blossom trees surrounding almost every open space. I caught a glimpse of a very fairytale looking gazebo hiding behind the trees. The end of the driveway curves around a four layer fountain and ended in a pond with swans and ducks swimming at a leisure pace. Everything about my father's home was exquisite. Much bigger than I was used to, but absolutely beautiful.

The limo stopped in front of a magical staircase that led up to the front porch. The stairs were lined with scary looking men in suits and on the floor stood very well what looked like maids and butlers and a few cooks with their chef's hats still on.

I guess I took too long to open my own door, because the driver was now holding it open for me, holding a handout towards me. I cocked my head to one side and took my cue to step out. Immediately all of the scary men shouted at once 'greetings lady Megami' in very broken Arabic. An older man stood at the top of the stairs in a nicely pressed brown suit, smiling proudly. I would be able to recognize my father any day. I remembered what I practiced in the first class seat on the plane with a very nice older woman. Quickly I bowed and said my line.

"Kon'nichiwa otosan" I probably sounded like an idiot, but my father's smile grew and he opened his arms to me. I immediately dropped my carryon bag and ran to him, falling into his arms like I did the last time I saw him ten years ago. Tears fell from my face as I clutched him desperately to me, hands shaking. The mask I have been wearing since my mother's funeral finally broke and angry sobs ripped themselves from my mouth.

"Mama est patri, mama est patri" mama is gone. I repeated this over and over, sobbing into his neck while he held me and whispered to me in Japanese. I suddenly felt so tired and weak. My legs could no longer hold my up and I was basically dangling from my father's neck. He suddenly picked me up and carried me inside. I fell asleep on his shoulder

**Until Next time babes-Nana Banana**


	2. Chapter 2

4

**I have no rights to OHSHC nor Fruits Baskets…**

**Tyty**

**R&R**

I woke up feeling groggy. I looked around the unfamiliar room that I woke up in. the room was untraditionally large for a Japanese home. But what did I expect really, considering this was a mansion. What really caught me off guard was the western bed and dressers, all black, single seater sofas were also black with white and light pink accent pillows. The four poster bed had a layer of sheer curtains and thicker heavy black curtains rolled and tied to each post I crawled out of bed and saw that it was almost full dark now. I noticed all of my bags in an opened door that I suspected would be the closet. I quickly made my way to it and almost passed out. The closet was huge and almost overflowing with clothes. They still had the tags on so they must have been bought recently. Beautiful dresses lined one side of the room the other side housed blouses skirts pants and underclothes. I blushed. I hoped that the maids picked those out and not any of the males. The wall opposite of the doorway held shoes. Mostly heels and boots. I haven't seen this man in 12 years and he still knows all of my preferences. That wall also held so much jewelry and sparkly stuff. I really hoped they weren't real.

I walked out of the closet, sadness overwhelmed me as I noticed a huge painting of me, my mother, and my father hanging gracefully above a fireplace that I failed to notice before. We all looked so happy with me on my mother's lap and my father behind us looking down at us both. I haven't seen this picture in so long. I never noticed the look of undeniable love and devotion my father had. I looked away before I started to cry. I would have to ask my father to take it out of my room. I would put it back up when I was ready. Taking a deep breath I walked out of my room and walked down a hall where I heard loud voices arguing. My bare feet made no noise as I made my way there. The hall opened to a large sitting room filled with dozens of men, some of them being the ones who greeted me home. One of our men saw me and hollered out a greeting, as did all of our other men. Then my father and the stranger took notice of me. I smiled sheepishly and waved at them both.

My father shot up from his seat, startling me. He was now looking at the man across from him, who had his eyes glued to me. His hair was greying considerably but you could tell from the occasional red hairs that he once had nice almost red hair and he had a permanent scowl on his face. I gave him a sweet smile and he looked taken back. Then he smiled and looked to my father. He said something to him that made my father look shocked then angry. He shouted his response, but the other man kept his cool and responded coolly, jerking his head towards me. That got my attention and I tried to make sense of their gibberish but my Japanese was almost nonexistent. A ping pong argument, that's what it sounded like.

My father then rubbed a hand on his face and looked to me almost scared. That got me worried and I shot a heated glare to the man that scared my father. He actually flinched then looked away with what I believed to be a blush. I looked at my father, cracking my knuckles.

'What did he say to you papa?' he gulped, as did the rest of the room taking a step back, scared. _As they should be, when I become angry, I tend to get physical_. 'Did he offend you papa?' I asked taking a step towards the man. He actually pressed himself further into the couch. _Well, now, I'm not that scary am I? _

'No sweet heart,' he said in an accented English' but I'm afraid his proposition will not please you' he said, straightening to his full height, trying to regain his composure. I raised a brow and he continued. 'He offered a … merging of our … companies. "He explained. My brows furrowed in confusion.

'What does that have to do with me? It is your company, you can do with it as you please papa.' he just cleared his throat and looked away, rubbing the back of his neck.

'Through marriage.' he said so softly that I almost didn't catch it

'Whoa papa I didn't know you rolled that way' I chuckled. He let out surprised laughter.

'Not me sweet pea,' he said a soft hesitant smile on his face. I waited for the bad news, waving my hand for him to continue, my heart pumping fast in my chest. 'He wants you to marry his son. We would merge our companies and when the two of you come of age, the company would go to you two.' I stayed silent, my mouth gaping open in an unladylike way. I looked to the graying man in surprise. He looked at me worried.

Really?' I asked him and my father repeated my question to him in Japanese. The older men nodded hesitantly. My face broke out in a grin and I started jumping up and down squealing like a little girl. Everyone looked at me shocked. I nodded like crazy and he smiled too and stood. I was so happy that I almost ran up to him and wrapped him up in a hug. He didn't hug me back right away but his tenderly wrapped his arms around me. When I pulled away he was still grinning like a fool. I looked back to my father and he had a very pleased look on his face as he gestured for me to sit with him. I skipped over and plopped down next to him my heart feeling like it was going to pop out of my chest. I was actually betrothed! My mother told me this might happen if my father suggested it but o never thought my mother would allow it. I quickly pushed thought of my momma out of my head before I cried and schooled my expression, I could think of this later.

I didn't notice that my father and the other man were talking, probably discussing the details. I tugged on my father's sleeve successfully getting his attention.

When do I get to meet him?' I asked and he recited the question in Japanese. The man replied and my father translated.

He said whenever you feel most comfortable" I thought of a good date, biting my lip.

"Does he speak another language other than Japanese?'

"No' my father responded immediately.

"Then I would like to wait about a month or so, so I could learn enough Japanese to hold a conversation" I looked at him and smiled happily.

"Of course sweet pea" he told the man and he agreed. They finished their conversation as I looked at the men surrounding us. When I had first walked in here the tension was almost thick enough to walk on, now the men were almost relaxed in a body guard pose. The left hand holding the right wrist and feet shoulder length apart. Some of the man's guard made eye contact and I smiled at each of them, making them blush slightly.

The man stood, indicating that the meeting was over. I stood with my father as they shook hands. He then reached for my hand as well and instead I hugged him again. We released each other and as he was walking to the door I asked my father and important question

'What is his name papa?' he looked at me and said

"Kasanoda. Kasanoda Katsuro. (I put a random name cause I don't know his real one. katsuro= "victorious son")

The next day, Monday, was the day of my tour at school, which my father said was meilleur des meilleurs (the best of the best). My father took time off of work to personally see me off at the school, but regrettably couldn't stay with me like mom used to. I told him it was okay and not to worry because I practiced how to say 'were is the office' in Japanese. He kissed my forehead and I gave him a thumbs up as the limo (limo! I will never get over that!) Drove away. I turned around and found groups upon groups of students looking at me and whispering. I blushed and thought at how much my bronze skin, big brown eyes and exotic body must stick out. I pulled at the sleeves of the beautiful yellow puffy dress thinking how thin and beautifully white the girls at this school looked. I must look like a clown with my tan skin and bright dress.

I looked up at the beautiful pink castle like school building and made my way to the front doors. A group of guys surrounded me and the leader (I think) spoke gibberish. I blushed and my mouth hung opened trying to find words, any words, to say. Then I thought 'were is the office?' but damn I forgot the wording.

"Putain de merde, comment dites-vous encore?" i said very loudly. That translated to fucking shit, how do you say it again? Not very lady like i know but, fuck man i couldn't remember for the life of me. The crazy thing though was that i got a response.

"Well now that is not how a princess should speak" i turned to see a very beautiful Asian boy. But he was blond? Is he mixed, too?

"You speak French? I said shocked? There IS a God!

"Well of course princess" he said in fluent French. The boys who had been surrounding me were now walking away, muttering under their breath.

It seems you are not very popular … with the males" i added the last part when i saw all of the females fawning over him. Some actually swooned. I shook my head.

"Is there anything i can help you with miss?" he asked

"Actually yes, today is my first day but i was told that i was going to get a tour of the school first. I was going to go to the office but i have no idea where it is?" i gave him a hope full look. He chuckled seductively and all of the girls squealed so loud, it really hurt my ears. I looked at him barely containing my laughter, he just winked at me and held out his arm. I took it gratefully and we made our way to the office.

We had taken so long that once he showed me my locker, where i put my backpack and ballet shoes and switched to indoor shoes, then led me to my class, the bell rang and all of the students went into the classroom. I was in class 1B and he was in 2A, the classes confused me. Instead of us moving each period, the teachers switched classes. I said bye to Tamaki (we introduced ourselves and he chuckled at my name, something about a boy named Umehito and cats?)And walked into an all Japanese classroom. When i put my backpack away i opened it to pull out a binder full of paper and a pen, then i found a Japanese handbook that i now clutched like a lifeline in my hand.

I walked in, trying to go unnoticed but me being me, was the center of attention. I cast down my eyes and went to sit in the back in a random seat. A teacher walked in and all of the student automatically went to their seats. A book slammed down in front of me and i jumped half a mile. I looked up into clear light red brown eyes, which were glaring at me, he had striking orange hair and a slim figure, quite cute if you asked me. _Oh no. he is talking_ i thought. I didn't understand a word. He kept pointing angrily to the front of the class room and was yelling at me. I felt tears pooling at my eyes and his face changed briefly to remorse then to annoyance. He rolled his eyes and another boy smacked him behind his head. This boy had eyes kind of like Tamaki but darker and his hair was almost a midnight blue. He also said something to me, but i just shook my head and he looked at me confused then a look of understanding. He smacked the orange head boy again but harder and shouted at him. The orange tops face fell then he smacked his own face

The teacher called out my name, and that's when i noticed that, of course everyone was staring. The tears almost fell but i looked up and the where almost gone. I stood from the seat, head down, and headed to the front of the room. The teacher stood as well and stood next to me with a hand on my shoulder. She said my name while looking at the class and i suspected that she was introducing me to the class. She then instructed me to take a seat but i shook my head and pulled open my book with shaking hands.

"Kon'nichiwa, watashi no namae ga neko. Watashi wa watashi no Nihon o kaizen shiyou to shimasu" i said looking pointedly at orange top and his companion. (Hello my name is neko. i will try to improve my Japanese) he rolled his eyes and looked away, his companion though smiled and bowed his head. Echoes of aww and wows were hears around the room. I rushed to sit next to a brown haired girl. She turned to me and simply said 'Honda Tohru' holding out her hand. I took it and said

"Neko. Megami, Neko" she smiled and looked forward again

_I think i made a friend _i though, smiling to my self

**Until Next time babes-Nana Banana**

**next update: 05-04-16**


End file.
